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About  the  Title: 


Just  as  the  Bell  Tower  at  Tyler  Junior  College  chimes  on  the  quarter  hour  to  mark  the  passage  of  time,  it 
reminds  students  of  the  harmony  which  surrounds  them  in  their  educational  pursuits.  Music,  dance,  theatre, 
art,  athletics,  and  academics  blend  to  make  Tyler  Junior  College  a  beacon  to  the  community,  the  state,  and 
the  world  at  large.  As  the  echoes  of  the  chords  filter  through  the  oaks,  their  vibrations  tremble  far  beyond 
the  confines  of  the  brick  archways  and  winding  walks  where  students  gather.  Tyler  Junior  College  is  a  lofty 
tower  of  educational  opportunity  for  students  who  have  come  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  The  Bell  Tower  Arts 
Journal  proudly  hails  the  accomplishments  of  its  hallowed  halls  and  beckons  those  who  would  seek  both  its 
traditions  and  the  promise  of  tomorrow. 
-Judith  BLitemuih  2006 
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A  NIGHTMARE  IN  DISGUISE 


"Ne^'cr  sleep  again,  nc\er  sleep  again."  These  are  the  words  I 
would  tell  myself  repeatedly  after  waking  up  from  night  terrors, 
or  in  other  words,  nightmares— nightmares  that  will  haunt  me 
till  this  \ en  day. 

I  awaken  in  a  \'ast  room,  bright-\\'hite  walls,  with  no 
detail  at  all.  'llie  smell  of  burning  wood  fills  the  air.  I  look  around 
tbi-  something,  a  v\  ay  out,  and  there  in  the  far  distanee  is  a  door,  a 
midnight-blaek  door,  with  a  erimson  doorknob.  I  begin  to  run  to 
it:  my  blood  begins  to  raee  through  my  veins,  and  my  heart 
is  beating  fast  with  anticipation  of  what  eould  be  on  the  other 
side.  I  stop  at  the  door,  reaching  my  hand  to  the  knob,  and 
my  nen  es  begin  to  build  like  butterflies  in  the  stomach  before 
pertbrming  in  a  concert.  The  door  slowly  opens,  creaking  ineh- 
by-ineh.  The  smell  of  dead  flesh  fills  the  air,  and  there  in  front  of 
me,  only  darkness  exists  with  no  visible  w  ay  of  know  ing  what's  in 
front  of  me. 

And  there,  my  foot  steps  into  the  unknown  blackness. 
The  sound  of  my  feet  echoes  throughout  the  desolate  area.  A 
flashlight  appears  in  m\  hand,  giv  ing  the  relief  of  light  out  of  all 
the  chaos.  The  light  flickers  into  an  ominous  fog  with  barely  any 
visibilitv .  I  look  around,  curious  of  my  surroundings,  hoping 
for  some  salvation.  Nothing— hours,  it  seems,  go  by.  Then  I 
smell  something  familiar,  something  oh-too-common.  I'he  smell 
fills  my  nose,  guiding  me  to  its  source,  and  there  in  the  distance 
is  a  figure— but  not  any  figure  I  have  seen  before.  It  slow^l}  glides 
its  way  towards  me.  I  can  t  mov  e  as  the  figure  gets  closer,  and  it 
rev  eals  itself  more,  and  more.  A  dev  ilish  monster  stands  in  front 
of  me,  black  in  stature,  with  a  blood-red  face  and  black-shot  eyes 
that  suck  me  in  like  a  black  hole:  it  has  the  horns  of  a  mighty  bull, 
ftir  like  a  bear,  and  hoov  es  foi'  feet.  There  I  stand  petrified:  a 
sudden  roar  of  ev  il  brings  me  down  to  my  knees.  .Vnd  there  the 
glimmer  of  sharp  metal  is  reflected  in  my  eyes.  I  plead  and  ciy 
for  this  to  stop-to  stop  what  it  might  do  to  me.  The  thought  of 
evei")  thing  ending  flashes  through  my  ey  es. 

A  sharp  pain  races  thix)ugh  my  body.  Looking  down,  I 


realize  that  I  ha^  e  been  stabbed.  /\  blaek  iiand  gi^abs  the  blade 
that  drips  ^^'ith  my  blood  and  threes  it  into  my  abdomen,  slowly 
ripping  it  through  m\  ehest  and  opening  it  up,  show  ing  my 
organs,  llic  pain  is  unbearable.  I  tn  to  seream  but  nothing 
eomes  out.  I  ean  t  m(n e  for  I  am  tro/en  in  plaee.  "Someone 
wake  me  up  please!"  I  en',  but  nothing  happens.  Quickly  I  gather 
the  little  endurance  I  have  and  limp  away.  There,  the  door 
appears,  and  I  increase  my  speed.  I  ha\'e  never  been  so  happy  in 
my  lite.  I  grab  the  crimson  door  knob  and  open  door  and  close  it. 
(Jasping  I  collapse  to  the  floor,  my  hands  cxn  ered  in  blood.  With 
a  sigh  of  relief,  I  stand,  turning  around  to  find  I'm  not  alone, 
l^housands  upon  thousands  of  shado^^'S  co^  er  the  loom.  No 
more  is  there  white,  but  decayed  walls  that  ha\  e  the  odor  of  dead 
flesh  and  death. 

The  cro^\'d  of  demonic  shadow  s  soon  begin  to  spread  apart, 
and  walking  dow  n  die  middle  is  my  boogeyman,  the  one  who 
stabbed  me.  He  stands  in  front  of  me:  I  tall  to  my  knees  in  pray  er, 
hoping  I  will  wake  up.  .\nd  there  he  places  a  crow  n  of  thorns  on 
my  head.  "For  now,  no  more  shall  he  be  your  protector,  for  now 
w  ill  you  li\  e  in  the  light,  for  now  will  you  be  pure,  nf)w  you  are 
mine."  'I'he  deep  \  ()iee  rang  through  my  ears,  like  a  piercing  siren 
during  a  tornado  warning.  The  blood-covered  blade  rose  against 
my  face  into  the  air.  Then,  suddcnh ,  I  aw  akc  from  this  nightmare 
screaming  for  help,  cox  ered  in  sweat,  and  w  ith  tears  i^olling  dow  n 
my  face.  I  am  terrifled  to  go  back  to  sleep. 

These  are  the  dreams  that  run  through  ni)  mind  repetitix  ely 
like  a  moxie.  I1ie  images  are  so  \'i\  id  and  real  that  e\  en  night 
before  sleeping  I  pray  them  awa) ,  the  bad  dreams.  E\  en'  week 
the  dream  reappears,  giwving  worse  cx  cit  time.  It  seems  like 
even  my  ow  n  pra\er  doesn't  fl\  it-maybc  a  pastor's  or  priests  w  ill. 
But  for  now  all  1  can  do  is  pra\  and  hope  that  they  w  ill  soon  end. 


REALITY 


Last  night  I  took  a  journey  to 
A  place  w  here  I  w  as  free; 
I  soared  beyond  rlie  sinking  sun 
In  search  of  rev  erie. 
Night  is  a  wT)rld,  lost  in  time- 
She  takes  me  by  the  hand. 
And  soon  aftei'  I'm  lulled  to  sleep, 
I'm  led  into  her  land. 
But  blinded  by  my  inner  peace, 
I'm  duped,  and  so  it  seems 
That  Night  becomes  my  ow  n  captor- 
I,  captiv  e  in  my  dreams. 
Kidnapped  in  her  hypnotic  clutch. 
Forev  er  w  ill  I  be. 

Til  Morning  show  s  his  shining  face 
And  w  akes  Realitv'. 


Benjamin  Fenton  /  Lindale 


ROUTINE  SUCCESS 


That  time  of  night,  once  again 

I^Ourteen  pills  and  insulin-. 

An  hour  to  wait,  to  feel  the  effects 

And  hope  that  sleep  Til  not  reject. 

Legs  still  ache,  a  constant  cramp, 

I  lips,  inside  an  unseen  clamp. 

Aw  aken  still,  three  or  four  times. 

liefore,  at  daw  n,  the  alarm  chimes. 

Slow  to  rise  and  face  the  day. 

Show  er,  dress,  and  dri\  e  awav; 

Wonder  if  I'm  good  enough 

l  o  succeed  at  all  the  college  stuff; 

A  good  example  to  show  the  teens 

What  concjuering  ad\ersit\'  really  means. 

I  pei-se\  ere  and  tn  my  best: 

Self-doubt  is  still  my  biggest  test. 

A  cap  and  gown,  I'll  wear  for  sure 

To  make  my  futui'c  more  secure. 

For  my  daughter,  my  husband,  and  for  me. 

Success  is  my  new  routine. 


Julie  Speaks  /  Sunnyvale,  CA 


THE  RITE  OF  MANHOOD 


As  I  peered  through  the  piteh  darkness.  I  eould  faintly 
make  out  the  small  silhouette  of  the  eholla  eactus  that  lay 
shortly  ahead.  The  ehill  of  the  frigid  December  air  eut 
straight  through  me,  almost  as  if  it  were  a  frosted  steel 
blade.  The  scent  of  the  dust\\  West  1  exas  plains  filled  the 
air,  and  the  song  of  an  early  morning  do\  e  rang  out  from  a 
nearby  mesquite  tree. 

With  my  rifie  in  hand,  I  inched  closer  and  closei'  to  my 
destination,  tiTing  not  to  disturb  the  fragile  ecosystem  that  I 
w  as  so  rudely  intruding  on.  After  w  alking  for  what  seemed 
like  hours,  but  realistically  w  as  probably  about  t\\'ent}  or  so 
minutes,  I  found  myself  to\^'ered  ox  er  by  the  long,  sleek  deer 
stand  w  here  I  would  spend 
the  rest  of  my  morning. 

As  I  was  climbing  up,  trying  not  to  miss  a  step,  I  opened 
the  door  c\  er  so  slowK ,  stealthily  stepped  in,  and  opened 
all  the  windows,  granting  myself  as  much  accessibility'  as 
I  could,  then  finally  sat  down  onh  to  be  greeted  by  the 
bone-chilling  coldness.  While  I  sat.  the  persistent  thought 
of  tiying  to  keep  warm  played  in  my 
head  w  hile  all  I  could  do  w  as  w  ait  patiendy  for  the  sun  to 
kiss  the  hori/on. 

There  was  nothing  around  me  but  my  thoughts:  I  w  as 
in  complete  and  utter  isoladon.  The  one  memory  that  stood 
out  to  me  w  lis  my  father  explaining  the  power  of  life  and 
death,  and  at  this  time,  I  understood  that  I  had  that  power 
sitting  in  the  palm  of  my  hand.  I  had  die  choice  to  take  a  life 
or  spare  one,  but  1  knew  the  decision  would  be  easy  at  the 
first  sight  of  my  prey. 

When  the  smallest  sli\  er  of  sunlight  peeked  its 
way  (A'cr  the  hills,  life  began  to  breathe.  I'he  squirrels 
seemed  to  dance,  the  birds  sang,  yet  the  lonely  coyote  bel- 
lowed its  howl  of  sorrow.  A  new  perspectix  e  had 
come  about,  and  the  lonely,  cold  isoladon  began  to 
dissipate  with  die  darkness. 


Just  then  a  commotion  came  from  the  thick  undcr- 
gnn\'th,  and  a  sense  of  hiu oe  shrieked  out  from  the  smaller 
animals,  and  in  that  single  instant...!  knew .  I  le  took  one 
step  into  the  coarse.  Jagged  opening  of  the  meadow  .just 
w  ithin  a  stones  throw  aw  ay  from  w  here  I  was  hiding,  to 
be  sure  of  his  surroundings.  With  his  long,  slender  face,  he 
threw  his  head  up  exalting  his  trophy  anders  that  perched 
proudly  upon  his  brow  w  hile  stomping  the  gi"ound  fiercely 
to  claim  his  domain. 

lYcmbling  w  ith  both  exhilaration  and  anneipation,  I 
raised  my  ritie.  My  heait  beat  like  a  thousand  drums  in  a 
w  ar  dance,  and  m\  stomach  had  now  entered  my  throat. 
The  decision  of  lite  and  death  placed  in  my  mind  once 
again  as  my  finger  reached  its  w  ay  tow  ards  the  trigger, 
f^venthing  had  now  gone  into  a  deep  silence,  and  the 
world  seemed  to  stop.  All  I  had  my  ey  e  on  \\  as  this  \  ibrant 
creature  that  had  mo\  ed  into  my  crosshairs. 

I  sc|ueezed  the  trigger  slowly  until  the  gun  went  off, 
and  w  ith  a  hard  jolt  to  my  shoulder,  the  realization  of  realit) 
came  back  to  my  senses.  A  few  seconds  passed,  and  finally 
it  all  settled  in.  I  gazed  out  the  window  to  find  a  white  belly 
and  an  antler  positioned  just  barely  abo\  e  the  grass.  ( )\  er- 
comc  and  ox'crjoycd,  I  silently  kept  reminding  myself  that 
I,  by  myself,  had  taken  my  first  deer.  I1ie  comprehension 
of  the  resp()nsibility  I  boi^c  that  day  had  impressed  deep 
standards  of  \'alues  onto  my  w  ay  of  life. 
In  the  shoit  ten  \  ears  of  my  childhood.  I  had  ne\'er 
felt  more  grown. 

rhe  sun  had  just  peaked  with  its  flill  potential  in 
the  sky.  which  now  illuminated  c\'en'  shadow.  I  felt  die  bit- 
ter chill  begin  to  thaw .  and  the  quiet  murmur  of  a  mocking- 
bird replaced  the  mellow  song  of  the  carK  morning 
d(A'e.  The  taste  of  triumph  was  sweet  to  the  senses  as  I 
now  stood  ten-feet  tall. 


FRIEND 


In  the  corner  ot\i  room. 
Beneath  a  eolleetion  of  old  toys 
Sits  a  br(n\  n  bear  ^^'ith  matted  fur. 

His  eyes  ha\  e  lost  their  shine. 
His  stuffing,  its  fluffiness. 
His  "newness"  long  faded. 

All  these  things  he  ga\'e  to  the  girl; 
The  giii  w  ho  would  rub  her  nose 
Against  the  \  eh  et  of  his  own. 

Now  a  tattered  bow  wraps  his  neek. 
His  soft  nose  now  smooth. 
His  belly  a  pomegranate  stain. 

He  used  to  go  e\  en  where  with  her. 
Like  the  fin  ne\'er  lea\  es  the  side  of  a  fish 
Now  he  watehes  from  the  corner  of  a  room. 

Cassie  Lynn  Vickie  /  Canton 


captivity 


smothered 
mothered 
mother 
moth 
mouth  less 

drowning  in  outstretched  arms 
gasping  for  air 
grasping  for  freedom 

mommx'I  mommy!  mf)mmy! 
a  life  snuffed  by  dut\ 

on  the  chaise 

marinating  in  guilt 

lo\  c  us!  feed  us!  guide  us!  mold  us! 

but  now? 

me.  life,  out  of  order, 
life  out  of  order. 

m)  treasures;  my  heart 

why  me.^  MVJ  me. 

brief  moments  of  temporaiy  sanity 
clarity 

the  injustice:  born  to  self  after  thirt\  years  of  decay 

luna  moth  trapped  in  cocoon 
suffocated  by  expectation 
paraly/.ed  by  this  role 


I  can  t  breathe 

choked  b\  the  dense  smoke  of  obligation 


I  grip  my  throat 

I  tear  a\\  a\  the  silken  restraints 

careful 

not  to  nick  the  glittering  Jugular 

that  which  encases  the  crimson  life 

if  it  spills  in  gushing  ^^  a^'es 

will  I  gather  it  back  in  desperation 


regret 


or  will  this  be  free 


^^ill  this  be 


-Mariak  Sanders  I  Wkitekouse 


BRIDGES  OF  MS 

Josepk  Hayes  /  Wkitekouse  /  Digital  PkotograpK 
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TOWER-SONG: 


And  \\'hcn  the  sand  is  spent, 
Hie  hourglass  repents 
The  tears  of  lonely  eyes 
That  gaze  on  paradise. 


Will  whisper  in  your  ear, 
"Shhh,  all  is  well,  my  dear. 
You  built  this  tower-song 
Wkh  brieks  of  power  strong. 


Now  you  haxe  reaehed  the  end." 
\'ou  turn  tcm  ards  your  friend; 
Thus,  w  hat  began  as  dust 
oil  ha\'e  grown  to  trust. 


^'ou  skn\'!y  speak  to  her, 
"Look  what,  together. 
We  ha\  e  built." 


Hannak  Lynn  Root  /  Tyler 


THE  WAY  MY  MIND  WORKS 


O  how  difficult  it  is  for  mc  to  put  \\'ords  on  this  paper; 

For  \\  riting  is  not  the  best  of  me. 

When  told  to  v\  rite  a  paper,  anxietv'  comes  upon  me: 

Time,  grammar,  spelling,  \\  hat  kind, 

and  how  long  w  ill  it  bc; 

It's  a  hard-core  exercise  that  makes  me 

sweat  my  brains  away. 

The  constant,  chaodc,  confusing  work 

out  of  brainstormed  ideas 

Burn  away  the  calories  of  an  (n  erweight  paper. 

There  are  too  many  ideas  in  my  head: 

They're  put  in  here  because 

Their  sounds  all  jump  around  in  my  mind. 

0  how  I  wish  that  I  could  just  open  the  top  of  my  head. 
Like  an  empt}  drap  er,  ha\  e  all  the 

info  dump  in  and  magically 

Write  like  Edgar  Allen  Poe. 

But  that's  not  going  to  happen  to  mc; 

1  have  to  be  realisdc:  I'm  going  to  ha\'e  to  learn  it. 

One-on-one  widi  a  trainer,  I  will  meet  my  goal: 
I  will  whittle  down  my  paragraphs 
until  they're  slim  and  trim 

With  the  perfecdy-toned  body,  I  \vill  meet  the  end. 
The  cool-down  conclusion  is  w  aiting  in  my  pen 
To  come  out  and  be  ex  aluated. 
O,  how  nen  e-raeking  that  can  be. 


THREE-SIXTY 


From  the  flip-side  out  of  nothingness, 
A  sudden  stop,  a  dare  to  explode 
The  seas  overflow  with  emptiness, 
Realit\  speeds  swiftly  down  the  road. 

Wild  beasts  cower  and  hide  in  weakness: 
Cries  of  children  call  the  night  to  war-. 
As  violent  silence  grips  the  stillness. 
Reality  catches  the  air,  to  soar. 

Time  sitting  still,  dangling  its  feet 
As  preachers  dro\\'n  their  ow  n  lives  in  sin; 
Powerful  demons  pray  for  retreat; 
Reality's  three-sixty  throws  its  spin. 

Chinks  in  the  mirror  remain  unseen; 
Bridges  crumble  and  fall  from  the  sky; 
An  hour  once  known  that's  now  reflected; 
Reality  shrugs  and  mo\  es  right  on  by . 

Celebrations  of  death  and  disease; 
Paper  or  plastic  in  place  of  gold; 
Lustful  thoughts  in  x  irgin  memories 
Back  into  nothing,  reality  's  rolled. 


Uoyd  G.  Morey  11  /  Mesa,  AZ 


HIDDEN  BEAUTY 

Auvensktne  /  Elysian  Fields  /  Digital  Pkotograpk 


BOX  EYES 

Samantka  Sckalik  /  Tyler  /  Digital  Pkotograpk 


WEATHER  OR  KNOT 


Faces  all  around  mc 
In  telephone  poles,  in  trees. 
Stretched  over  the  hori/.on 
To  laugh  at  me  through  the  breeze. 
Howling  wind,  teardrops  fall, 
The  sky  cries  out  its  w  arning: 
A  thunderous  taunt  to  mo\  e, 
I  \\  on  t  go  till  it's  storming. 

Not  much  time  to  loaf  around-. 
Need  to  do  it  \\  hen  I  can; 
I  shouldn't  ha\  e  to  budge 
Or  get  on  my  feet  and  stand- 
Not  until  I'm  ready 
To  face-off  instead  of  hide: 
Cacophony  looming. 
Knots  up  e\'eiTthing  inside. 

The  lea\'es  shake  e\  en  more: 
Whispers  bhm  through  their  branches, 
Cjiving  me  one  last  chance 
Before  rain  hca\cs  dow  n  punches. 
So  w  hen  I'm  soaking  wet. 
Still  in  this  hammock  swinging. 
Not  a  dn  bone  on  mc; 
Just  know  inside  I'm  singing. 


Lloyd  G.  Morey  11  /  Mesa,  AZ 


WATER  SPRAY 

jessLca  Easley  /  Lindale  /  Digital  Pkotograpk 


MISTLETOE 


Strong,  thick  limbs  streak  the  sky 
Like  permanent  bolts  oflightning. 
Naked  for  winter,  the  tree  s  strong  trunk 
Mow  s  to  deep,  fat  I'oots 
Splayed  out,  holding  the  giant  steady. 

On  one  limb,  as  its  leaves  bud, 
A  tiny  emerald  \  ine  sprouts. 
They  grow  and  flourish,  together. 
The  fledgling  plant  erawiing 
Along  the  bark,  bushing  out 
Its  ow  n  slender  appendages. 

Its  roots  burrow  deep 

Into  its  host,  speai'ing  the  trees  \  eins, 

(jor^ina'  itself  on  the  stolen  feast. 

Its  spindh  roots  go  deeper: 
The  giant  grows  \\  ean . 
Sturdy  limbs  become  feeble; 
They  die  like  fingers 
Blackened  by  gangrene. 
Eventually  falling  to 
Shatter  on  the  ground. 


Up,  down,  and  around  the  trunk. 
The  thin  \  ines  spread  and  twist 
\Mth  their  small  tw  in  lea\  es. 
More  and  more  the  iiiant  sueeumbs. 
Becoming  skeletal  and  frail. 

Deep  in  the  winter  months 

The  giant  slips 

Into  eternal  slumber. 

Its  limbs  stick  into  the  sky 

Lj'ke  ancient  bleached  bones. 

Its  roots  shri\eled  and  crumbling. 

Covering  its  \\'hole  body  the  oli\  e-green  \  ines 
Bristle  bright,  brim  w  ith  life. 
Sitting  pretty  with  little  w  hite  berries 
Hanging  like  gi^apes. 


Brianna  Tucker  /  Van  jlflPf  ^ 


PARANORMAI,  PHENOMENA 


Phantoms  and  shiid(A\'s  shift  through  cloudy  skies. 
Help  gi\  e  lift  to  butteiiiics"  and  birds'  \\  ings; 
The  shriek  of  the  banshee,  some  wails,  some  eries 
At  sea  full  sails  are  pulled  taut  by  their  strings. 
Campfires  smoky  ghouls  dance  down  by  the  shore; 
Rolling  rivers  teem  to  can  e  through  mountains; 
Whistles  in  cracks  of  the  floor,  through  the  door 
Ghosts  frolic  amidst  fancy  lace  curtains. 
Cherry  blossom  blizzaixi  through  the  open 
Wind(n\'s  to  the  soul  becomes  dried  and  red. 
Seeing  spirits  and  specters,  delusion 
(Creeps  'round  ea\'erns  and  corners  of  your  head. 
Madness  tills  in  the  gaps  and  w  hat  you  find 
Is  after  all  nothing  more  than  the  wind. 


Lloyd  G.  Morey  11  /  Mesa,  AZ 


EVERYDAY  BEESSINGS 

Dear  Cjod  in  I  leaven. 
We  give  you  thanks  today 
For  the  blessings  wc  o\  erlook 
En  en  single  day. 

A  comforting  smile. 
Perhaps  a  friendly  hello 
That  makes  things  much  brighter 
As  through  my  day  w  e  go. 

A  little  joke 

And  a  happy  laugh 

^Vhiit  makes  the  day  much  smoother 

As  we  tra\'cl  its  bumpy  path. 

A  child's  look  of  wonder 
While  he  s  hard  at  play. 
And  so  fast  a-growing 
W^e  ON  crlook  each  day. 

The  flowers,  grass,  and  trees. 
And  all  of  nature  so  grand. 
Made  so  fine  and  lo\  ely 
With  your  kind  and  lo\  ing  hand. 

So,  h\ither.  please  foi'gix  e  us: 
We  are  only  mortal  men. 
And  we  will  tn  not  to  on  erlook 
The  little  blessings  you  daily  send. 

Perry  '^oe"  Coulter  /  Tyler 


SHENCE 


Clang,  bang,  the  sound  of  a  tra\  falling  to  a  floor: 
Shiny  metal  instalments  all  gone  askew. 
This  the  first  noise  brought  to 
m\  tendei'  new  born  earsi 
To  me  this  noise  \\  as  the  world  anew; 
My  mother  holding  me  close 
I  hear  her  heart,  ealming,  serene,  and  then 

Clang,  bang,  the  door  bursts  open 

and  people  file  in  w  ith  their  noise: 
Funny  faees,  happy  faees  w  ith  loud  sounds. 

Some  want  to  hold  me,  wait  I  am  afraid: 
The  fears  and  noise  in  my  head  compound; 

Mommy  sees  me  and  takes  me  in. 

I  relax  against  her,  peaceful  when 

Clang,  bang,  people  dressed  in  white  come  in 
With  lights  and  sticks  to  poke  and  prod; 
They  take  sharp  things  and  poke  me  causing  me  pain. 
I  scream  for  help  and  they  watch  like  that  is  odd: 
She  takes  me  at  last  and  peace  once  more  and  then 

( ^lang,  bang,  doors  opening 
and  packing  noise  as  w  e  arc  lca\  ing, 
Cjoing  to  mN  new  home  today. 
Riding  in  the  car  w  ind  on  my  tace  tickles; 
I  lonks  and  screeches  fill  my  brain 
drawing  me  into  the  fray. 
W  c  arrix  e  and  my  mother  takes  me  in. 
W'c  sit  dow  n  torest,  my  eyes  getting  heavy  and 


Clang,  bang,  the  bus  arri\  cs: 
It  is  here  to  take  me  from  home. 
To  sehool  w  e  go  \\'ith  all  of  the  new,  strange  kids. 
They  are  pieking,  poking, 
filling  my  mind  w  ith  their  drone: 
The  teacher  arri\  es  all  gets  quiet  then  suddenly 

Clang,  bang,  the  alarm  bell  rings  taking  aw  a)  the  quiet: 
Through  the  years  it  goes  on  and  on. 
Mind  filled  \\  ith  the  noise  of  life. 
The  noise  piles  up,  married  now, 

three  now  four  fill  our  home: 
I  find  no  peace  zvy  to  rest,  but  NO, 

Clang,  bang,  the  boss  slams  the  door: 
Taking  in  all  of  the  screaming,  yearning  for  quiet. 
The  years  roll  by  fi^'e,  ten,  then  more; 
liver)  single  day  a  battle,  either  fight  or  flight. 
Responsibilit)  becomes  a  load  hea\'y  to  maintain, 
groing  weaiT  and  then 

Clang,  bang,  the  car  strikes  the  curb: 
Body  mangled  getting  harder  to  think 
and  harder  to  breathe. 
It  must  be  getting  close,  soon  time  to  mo\'e  on: 
The  noise  grows  quieter  as  it  nears  time  to  Iea\  e. 
I  feel  peace  coming,  no  more  \\ oi'ries  to  bear 
and  I  think  one  last  time 


No  more  clang,  bang;  it  is  all  gone  now. 
All  the  ones  who  made  the  noise 


mcning  on  w  ith  their  lives. 
I  am  finally  free  no  more  noise  torments  me; 
They  still  ha\  e  the  noise  they  still  ha\  e  their  flight. 
One  final  thought,  one  final  ehoiee— if  You  would. 
Lord  (jod,  please,  oh  please 

Send  me  baek  in  and 
BRING  BACK  THE  NOISP:! 


Perry  "Joe"  Coulter  /  Tyler 


GOD'S  NATURE 

Joseph  Hayes  /  Wkitekouse  /  Digital  Pkotograpk 


THE  MISSING  PEACE 


The  grass  tries  to  go  on  fore\'er 

But  keeps  hitting  the  trees. 

It  tries  to  danee  but  its  stems  are  too  short. 

Blades  danee  dow  n  my  side,  begging  for  attention 

As  blunt  teeth  pull  them  from  their  roots. 

I'he  ti"ees  reaeh  upw  ards  beyond  their  means 
Tow  ai  d  the  sun  that  blaekens  their  limbs. 
They  get  too  tall,  too  hollow,  and  tall. 

Above  and  to  the  side  of  me. 

The  horse  eonnnues  to  eat,  barely  mo\  ing. 

Content  in  these  few  aeres  of  life 

Or  perhaps  reaehing  as  I  turn  aw  ay. 

Maybe  it  has  already  fallen. 

I  realize  there  is  a  world  happening 
If  I  Just  take  that  seeond  to  glanee  up. 
But  my  gaze  is  foeused  only  on  the  ground. 
On  the  pieces  of  a  do/en  broken  bottles. 

I  play  w  ith  them,  parts  of  many  w  holes: 
( 'linking  together,  sparkling  together, 
Tiying  so  hard  but  not  quite  fitting, 
Seratehing  at  eaeh  other  in  frustration. 

Maybe  e\'en  thing  w  ishes  to  be  great. 
To  reach  tow  aixls  the  feeling  of  certain  things- 
Like  sunsets  and  w  ateifalls. 


MoLinmins  and  redwood  trees. 
Maybe  they  just  wiint  to  be  w  hole. 


I  don't  find  anything  today. 
I  trail  my  lingers  down  the  horses  side. 
Amidst  grass  that  dreams  of  no  trees. 
Heading  towards  home. 

Brianna  Tucker  /  Van 


GOOD-BYE 


Mom's  tcai-s  on  my  check. 
An  extra  second  in  dads  arms. 
Suitcase  hangs  h^om  my  shoLildei% 
My  keys  in  hand. 

/\s  I  walk  to  the  door,  I  see 

The  piano,  hours  of  practice, 

Sheh  cs  of  books,  e\"enings  listening  to  Mom  read. 

Dining  table,  exenings  of  dinner  together. 

Its  time  to  lea\  c,  before  the  sun  setS; 

As  I  dri\  e  away,  I  reach  my  hand  towards  Moni; 

Dad  takes  a  picaire,  capturing 

Two  hands  saying  "always  in  your  heart." 

.lust  as  nothing  can  stop  the  w  ind  from  blowing. 

Nothing  I  can  do  to  delay  Iea\  ing; 

They  say  only  a  phone  call  away, 

I^ut  comforts  embrace  cant  be  sent  by  telephone  wires. 

I  can  see  only  a  mile  of  road  ahead. 

But  I  ha\  e  tra\'eled: 

Ai^ound  the  bend  I  see 

A  rainbow  painted  in  the  sk\  . 

Cassie  Lynn  Pickle  /  Canton 


CIRCLE 

Alyssa  Doria  /  Cartkage  /  Digital  Pkotograpk 


This  issue  of  The  Bell  Tow  er  \s  dedicated  to  Sarah  I  lerrin  Harrison,  the 
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salute  Ms.  Harrison's  many  years  at  TIC  and  offer  her  our  most  sincere 
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